Interior Seme

with recognition in her eyes. They meet with your eyes over
intervening time. Or is this the genius of convention or of style,
the dancer's parted lips and smiling eyes, tier steeple hat, her
witch's covering, hangs upon the wall, and her red cloak below
it, to wear to market. How is this antiquity, when it burns up
in a breath! In this moment, in tbis heart breath, our hand lias
lifted up the latch. We are in the porch and the daughter will
open wide the door. Now the dead are our's to do what we will
with, but make love to them. We can pity them, or envy them,
can speak of them or write of them; but we cannot bring the
blood into their cheeks. Enter, then, and sit down  by  the
window! And, again, her eyes meet with your eyes over inter-
posing time. Look how her face is rounded! This is in youth,
and for the pleasure of your glances. Her halt is braided into
two long tails that touch her shoulders. They arc summer
shoulders and the dark hair touches on her white skin. Blue and
white are the colours of her dress; white sleeves and apron, and
blue for her body and upon her heart.

And, while you look at her, the impossibility of contact blows
like a chilly breath upon you. There is this cold air between you,
and your hands can never touch. She is more dead than the dead
spirit of what once was love. That, also, can never burn again,
but this has no heat at all. It is in the eyes and in the heart, but
not in the blood. It is no more than a play to be watched AW
if the blood ran warm this mystery of time would out. And so
this young, this unfledged ghost lasts for but a moment longer
in the sunlight. The breath of that old air, for it is all that we arc
allowed, burns with astonishing clearness. It is only fiction and
does but travesty the truth. All, indeed, is fiction, and the creation
of the fancy; but how, otherwise, can the past be invoked, or
even the moment Hve before our eyes! It is only through truth
transcendentalized that the average or approximate can come out,
Such are the purposes in exaggeration; or these ate, in effect* the
fine plumes of poetry, They make a clearer lens and magoify the
detail

We see her in an interior which is the evocation of the
suckle on the porch, the nodding hollyhocks, and the warm
summer evening that flows in through the door. It is to be
imagined that we have come in to visit het> and this has that
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